n     Aaroor Arcanum_________________57
era
Nenuphar-scent; Diffusion; A soft bounce;
Air vibrates, digits-strung; Musings;
Exploding flower-crowd-cloud of wings
Draping a dark blotting the frowns
And fumes of births' all-odorous zones
Girding the lines of bind and bickerings
Internal within my soul's bouting rings;
O! more menuphars. Bees verse. Allophones!
Kalpaka trees bloom, borrow, bay and blaze
In all-hues red to red or from blue to blue
Thud, tap, squaring feet by feet in a maze
Of more thuds and taps joined by a drum's due;
Psittacine sweet lisping; horse neighs;
What trots, taps, turns! The tank sizzles to view.
CIV
Bee-ing! Lotus - anthers out! shreds adance, The crown wears the head! Does the flower turn Apivorous! or do the bees hum and burn The fires of passion bedwed by such chance. Universe orbed, lit, in a transcendence?    ;   . l-know-not-being. Mine eyes do, do yearn For the secretive mid-brow taciturn Languager! Word-meaning-in-substance Within break-upless union, clothing Each other in shyness of skep or speech. The hummer-bee buzzing a three-in-one thing Blowing cool the lotus pollen to bleach The dire-red-ire-star by un-distancing, What light divides by travel but levels by reach!n a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
